
Chapter 6 
 
Donnie exited the elevator, forcing himself to stride casually over to the reception desk, 
Danny stopping to stand beside him. There were two employees behind the counter, 
assisting other guests, so he and Danny stood silently, awaiting their turn. Donnie's 
eyes swept the lobby, settling on the young woman at the end of the counter. She was 
angled slightly away from him, his view of her somewhat obscured. He could make out 
partial facial features- a slightly upturned nose; almond-shaped eyes accented by long, 
thick lashes; genuine smile that showed her lower lip slightly larger than her upper. She 
tucked her head slightly, and Donnie could see a pale pink begin to flush her cheeks. 
She stood with her weight on her left foot, her hip popped out towards the counter. He 
looked her up and down, and found himself licking his lips. Damn, but her body was 
bangin'!  
 
The young man behind the counter turned briefly, retrieving an accordion file, and upon 
setting it atop the smooth wooden surface, the young woman let out a spontaneous 
laugh. It was nearly musical, and Donnie turned to openly watch their interaction, 
leaning against the counter, his left foot crossed casually over his right. The blonde 
bombshell visibly relaxed and settled into the wood. Donnie could hear them conversing 
casually, but could not make out their words. He wondered if they knew one another, or 
if their friendliness towards each other was just a part of their personalities. Not that it 
would necessarily stop him if they were an item.  
 
He looked the vixen up and down again. Even dressed down as she was, she had a 
touch of class. Her red Converse low-tops were broken-in, but not worn out; her black 
denim cutoffs showed just the right amount of thigh while still leaving room for the 
imagination; her t-shirt fit as if it was made for her, showing her curves, yet sticking to 
the old adage of "tight enough to show you're a woman, loose enough to show you're a 
lady". Her hair hung past her shoulders in slight waves, her red Ray Bans acting as a 
headband. He watched as she absently pulled at a strand that clung to the side of her 
neck, damp from sweat, and bit his lip. 
 
"Good morning, gentlemen! Can I help you?" Donnie's eyes were torn away briefly to 
glance at the girl behind the counter. Her voice was pleasant, her tone eager, her face 
bordering on desperate. He inwardly rolled his eyes, not looking forward to dealing with 
a fan this morning. He knew that logically, it could help his case, but it looked as if the 
blonde's conversation was coming to a close, and he didn't want to miss out on her. He 
was thankful that Danny had been the one to handle things this morning, and he turned 
to him now. "You got this for me, man?" 
 
Danny gave him a knowing look, scoffed slightly, and shook his head. "Yeah, D, I've got 
this. You go get your ego stroked while I clean up your mess." 
 
Donnie gave him his trademark grin, before sauntering over to the other end of the 
counter. He heard her tell the young man that she would be staying through the night, 
and he was instantly glad they were staying until tomorrow, as well. He made a mental 



note to find out who was on the other end of the "we" she spoke of. He stayed a couple 
of feet behind her, watching as the man- Eric, he could now see- handed her a slip of 
paper with his number on it, then winked at her. Donnie was sure now that she and Eric 
did not know one another, and he smirked at the thought of Eric attempting to flirt with 
her. The poor guy didn't stand a chance once he talked with her. 
 
Then she turned around, and Donnie uncharacteristically found his breath catch as he 
stood gazing into the prettiest set of brown eyes he had ever seen.  
 
 


